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"Are you going out to the sea?" 


Bjorn turned around, not realizing he had company. His bandmate looked up at him, face partially obscured 
by the shadow. The crickets were deafening in the silence of the night. He was surprised he hadn't heard the 
man approach him. 

"Yes," he answered. 


"Can | come with you?" The Frenchman looked hopeful. 


"Of course," Bjorn replied a little too quickly, and Sylvain grinned big, teeth shining in the moonlight. They 
began to walk together. 


The walk was mostly silent. Soon they left the soft warm light of the cabin the band had rented behind 
them. 


"I didn't think anybody else would be up at this hour," Sylvain noted after a few minutes, as though he had 


waited until they were far enough away from the cabin to speak. 
Bjorn shrugged. 
“Couldn't sleep." 


"Neither could |. Damn sun being up for most of the evening. | do not understand how you Swedes deal with 


Bjorn snorted. "I thought you could sleep through anything.” 
"Most things." 
"Sun'll be back up in a couple of hours. You should have slept while it was dark." 


Sylvain huffed. 


"You'd get plenty of sleep in the winter here," Bjorn went on. "We only get, like, five hours of daylight in 
January.” 


"That sounds depressing!" 
"Oh, it is. Nothing like sunny France." 


They were quiet the rest of the trail. Sylvain stayed close enough to him that Bjorn could feel the warmth 
radiating off his skin, even in the muggy weather. He figured the guitarist didn't want to get lost or left 
behind, not that Bjorn would ever allow that to happen. He knew their proximity had nothing to do with anything 
more than that. 


Finally, they passed the last bit of brush and trees before they could view the black sea glimmering in the 
night. 


"Beautiful," Sylvain said, mostly to himself. Bjorn wanted to say that the ocean wasn't the only beautiful 
thing there tonight, but he remained silent. They still had another week left of recording, followed by a 
rigorous tour schedule. The last thing he wanted to do was make things weird with his guitarist again. 


"Do you want to go for a swim?" Bjorn was only half serious when he said this. Sylvain looked up at him, 
eyes hard to read, but smiling his usual bright smile. 


"Won't it be cold?" 
"Most likely." 


"This is what Swedes do for fun, yes?" He combed his fingers through his silver hair, then placed his hands 
on his hips, shifting his weight from left to right. 


Bjorn smirked, "This and getting blindly drunk as often as possible." 


Sylvain chuckled; Bjorn loved the sound of his laugh. If a laugh could be described as "French," then that 


was certainly it. 
"Well, when in Rome, | guess!" Sylvain said, and moved to lift off his shirt. 


Born tried not to stare. Sylvain's skin looked soft and milky in the moonlight. He wanted nothing more than 


to feel it under his fingertips. Just one more time. 


"We are going full nude, then? Skinny dipping?" the Frenchman asked, looking up at the singer with humor in 


his big brown eyes, waiting for approval. 
"Sure. Unless you want to wear soggy bottoms on our way back to the studio." 


Sylvain went for the button on his pants, and while Bjorn wanted to enjoy the show, he figured itd be less 
weird if he began to undress as well. First, he kicked off his slides, then next came his shorts. 


He took off his shirt, thankful for the obscurity of the darkness. And finally, he reached for the band of 
his underwear. He glanced sidelong, trying to be discreet, and saw Sylvain kicking off his briefs. He felt a blush 
come to his face and looked forward, instead, at the ocean This wasn't some sexy romp in nature. IT was just 


two friends going for a 2:00am swim. 


‘lm not going in without you," Sylvain announced, smile still plastered on his face. Though the man was in 
his thirties, he always had a childlike fascination about him when doing something new; Bjorn loved that about 
him. He was rarely unhappy, rarely complained, and also rarely would he reject trying something he hadn't 
before. Bjorn supposed skinny dipping in Sweden during midsommer in the middle of the night with his bandmate 


classified as ‘new to Sylvain 


"Let's go," Bjorn decided, and took off for the sea. Sylvain kicked up some pebbles as he ran after him, and 
they made it the last few meters before the freezing water lapped at their heels. 


"Fucking cold!" the Frenchman exclaimed, and Bjorn laughed, diving forward into the blackness. 


His body went into shock as the cold enveloped him. He had done this before but the experience was never 


any less invigorating. He went under for a moment, then popped back out, looking around for Sylvain. The other 


man had copied him and dove all the way in Water dripped off his silver locks as he surfaced a few meters 
away. 


"lm going to die," he gasped as Bjorn swam over to him. 

"Gets the heartbeat racing, doesn't it?" he asked. 

Fairly certain my balls have retreated up inside of me," the guitarist mourned. Bjorn broke out laughing. 
"You don't need ‘em right now, anyway," Bjorn joked, feeling a little brave. 

"Oh? Do | not?" Sylvain replied with a quirked eyebrow, and the singer swore he was flirting. 


Instead of replying and making a fool of himself, Bjorn floated onto his back, his body beginning to adjust to 
the temperature. 


For a while, they both drifted in the gentle waves silently. They listened to the sound of the sea and the 
distant chirping of crickets. Across the vast water they could see speckles of light indicating downtown 


Stockholm. 


"| think | may get hypothermia if | stay in much longer," Sylvain said finally, and they swam the few 
meters back to the pebbled shore. 


They dragged themselves onto the beach, and Bjorn lay down in the nearest patch of grass, close to where 
they had discarded their clothes. He let the warm air bring his temperature back up. Sylvain collapsed down 
next to him, breathing heavily. 


"That was sensational," he gasped, reaching out and grasping the singer's wrist. "Absolutely amazing. l'm 


never going to do that, ever again!" 
They broke out into laughter. 


"| can appreciate that you'll try anything once," Bjorn complimented, glancing to his side to see the man 
staring at him. There was something in those eyes, deeper than just humor.. but it couldn't be what Bjorn was 
hoping for. That was impossible, after all these years... Could that have been the real reason Sylvain followed 


him to the shore tonight? 


"There are a few things I'd try more than once," the guitarist said, accent heavy with suggestion, 
confirming Bjorn's suspicions. But there was no way he could be talking about what they did at that show in 
Phoenix years ago. No way, right? 


Bjorn looked at him desperately, wanting some clarification that desire for him was still buried somewhere 


in Sylvain's heart - that he hadn't locked that door and thrown out the key by now. The Frenchman must have 


sensed this - sensed that it was okay to resume where they'd left off from when they were in America. Bjorn 
saw him pointedly flick his brown eyes down the length of his body. He was eyeing him up. And he wasn't 
trying to hide it. 


He realized Sylvain's hand was still clasped around his wrist when he felt the man circle his thumb along 


the back of his hand. Gently bumped Bjorn's ankle with his foot. 


Bjorn didn't know what came over him, but suddenly he was leaning over Sylvain, looking down at the 


smaller man. The guitarist looked up at him, eyes reflecting the moon, filled with raw trust. 
"Bjorn?" he breathed, and licked his lips. 
"Please, can |." the singer paused, searching. 
Sylvain's eyes gave it all away. 


Bjorn bent down and kissed him, hard. Sylvain immediately cupped his face with both hands, deepening the 
kiss. Bjorn heard a soft whine at the back of his throat, so he reached a hand down to search for Sylvain's 


cock. 


"Yes," Sylvain breathed into his lips, grasping at the singer, pulling him down against him. Bjorn threw one 
long leg over him so he was suddenly on top, slotting their bodies together just right. Sylvain's body was still 


fairly cold. It was time to warm him up. 


One hand selfishly raked over Sylvain's body, re-memorizing the skin he'd learned once years ago, the 
silkiness. The other arm was poised to hold himself up, but he was shaking, melting into the other man. No one 


had ever made him this weak before. 


He moved from Sylvain's mouth to his neck, down to his chest, licking and sucking, the saltiness of the sea 
making the man's skin delectable. Sylvain grasped at him, clawed at his back Bjorn still remembered his sweet 


spots from that drunken night. 


He was turned on so deeply and yet so terrified that there wouldn't be another moment like this again. He 


wanted to fuck Sylvain into oblivion, but wanted to take his time, savor this late night rendezvous. 


He couldn't savor it, though - Sylvain tasted too good, looked too good, sounded too good. He had to take 


him. 


He slid down Sylvain's slender body, kissing hastily down his flat stomach and following the light trail of hair 


down to his true prize; Sylvain's cock was standing await, begging to be touched. 


The man arched his back as Bjorn took him in his mouth. He let out a stream of French curses, taking 


turns between grabbing at Bjorn's face and raking his fingers through the grass at his sides. 

Bjorn didn't consider himself experienced in this field, but he must have been satisfactory; it was not long 
before Sylvain emptied his balls through his throbbing cock, into the singer's welcoming mouth. The moan that 
accompanied it was primal and heavenly. Bjorn wanted to hear it on repeat, over and over again, for eternity. 

He swallowed, a bit escaping down his chin into his beard. He guided it back into his mouth with a finger and 
noticed Sylvain watching him with heavily lidded eyes, mouth gaping. He was panting heavily, much like he had 
when they had first come ashore from the freezing waters. 


"Amazing," the guitarist moaned, and that was an understatement. 


Bjorn sat back on his haunches, looking down at the mess he'd made of the man. It was corny, but he 


couldn't help himself: 


"You look absolutely ethereal," he said earnestly, reddening as he said it. It worked, though, and made the 


man below him smile widely. 
"Thank you, mon ciel éfoilé" he replied. "| could say the same for you." 


For a while, they stayed like that, watching one another, listening to the ocean lapping against the shore. 
Then, when Sylvain had regained his energy, he sat up, guiding Bjorn onto his back. 


"My turn," he said, and the singer's eyes rolled to the back of his head when the Frenchman took his cock 


into his mouth. 

Bjorn encouraged the smaller man along, lacing his fingers in the man's hair and whispering little lustful 
words. Sylvain had never revealed to him whether he had done anything like this with another man, but Bjorn 
had a feeling he wasn't the first. 


| want to fuck you," Sylvain said, lifting up. 


‘| want that, so bad," Bjorn said, "but we don't have anything.. | don't want to hurt you, there's no lube, 
Sylvain" 


A smile crept up Sylvain's face and he grabbed for his discarded shorts and proudly presented a small 
tube of lubricant to the singer. 


"You fucker," Bjorn said, laughing, realization hitting him, "You planned this, didn't you?" 


"| might have," the guitarist said with a shrug, "I might have been waiting days just to get you alone." 


"Okay," Bjorn said, sitting up and catching Sylvain's lips in a kiss. "Get on your hands and knees, you little 
naughty slut." 


Sylvain grinned and obeyed. 

Bjorn was getting old, he realized, as his knees ached from the hard earth beneath him. Still, he didn't slow 
his thrusts. His and Sylvain's moans were swallowed up by the sea. He kept a firm grip on Sylvain's hips as he 
fucked him, knowing there would be bruises on the man's pale skin come morning. 

"lm going to fucking cum," he announced, that swirling, hot feeling circling in him. 

"Please," Sylvain begged, "please cum for me?" 

Bjorn pressed a hand to Sylvain's back and pushed him down, allowing himself deeper access. The man cried 
out. Bjorn's orgasm hit and he pulled out, shaking every last drop onto Sylvain's ass as his body was wracked 


with pleasure. 


They stayed there for a moment, only because Bjorn wasn't entirely sure his knees would work. Finally, he 


leaned on Sylvain to hoist himself back up to his feet, and then helped his band mate up. 

Sylvain looked up at him, smiling sheepishly as he brushed a hand through his hair. 

"I forgot how big you are," he laughed. "I'm going to be feeling this for a while.” 

"Are you okay?" Bjorn asked, concerned. He should have been more careful, gentle. 

"Oh, I'm fine," Sylvain insisted. "Just a little sore." 

They went for one last romp in the freezing cold sea to cleanse themselves. Sylvain shook, teeth 
chattering, as he dressed next to the singer minutes later. 

On the trek back to the cabin, they paused several times, stealing kisses hidden by trees. They were both 
tired, yet didn't want to let the night end. As they approached the clearing of the property together, they saw 


David outside smoking a cigarette out front of the building. 


They made their way to the porch together, trying in their faces to hide the secret of what had just 


transpired at the shore. 
David was wiser than that, greeting them with one of his knowing smiles. 


"Back from a romantic late night stroll, | see," he said. 


"Neither of us could sleep," Born said, "ocean was calling." 
"Well, time for your beds to call. Jens wants us at the studio at 8:00am." 
Bjorn winced. "Okay. Straight to bed with the three of us, then 


"Don't think | didn't notice Sylvain walking funny," David told them, putting out his cigarette and following 


them inside. 


